VANCOUVER  WOMAN’S 
MUSICAL  CLUB,  LIMITED 


PROGRAMME 

LOCAL  COMPOSERS 


GOD  SAVE  THE  KING 


1 . Song-The  Old  Chest A.  Jarvis  Marshall 

MISS  FLORENCE  MORRISON 

2.  Quartet — Cradle  Song May  Bell  Argue 

MISS  DAISY  SAUNDERS  MISS  LOUISE  HASSEL 

MRS.  W.  G.  SCOTT  MRS.  AKHURST 

3.  Song— Lead,  Kindly  Light George  F.  Bullen 

MRS.  STUART  McDIARMID 

4.  Violin  - BaUade Ethel  Lawson 

MISS  ETHEL  LAWSON 

5.  Songs  — (a)  Morning  Invitation J-  D.  A.  Tripp 

MISS  AMY  ADAIR 

(b)  Love,  I’ve  no  light  but  your  Eyes  J. . D.  A.  Tripp 

MR.  GEORGE  E.  CHAFFEY 
’CELLO  OBBLIGATO — MISS  MAUD  SCRUB Y 

6.  Song  Cycle  for  Four  Voices— 

Autumn’s  Orchestra B.  C.  Hilliam 


MADAME  ROSINA  BURKE 
MRS.  F.  X.  HODGSON 

ACCOMPANIED  BY  THE  COMPOSER 


MR.  CECIL  W.  SHARP 
MR.  S.  R.  ADAMSON 


In  order  to  sustain  the  continuity  of  this  performance  of  " Autumn’s  Orchestra,”  the 
audience  is  respectfully  asked  to  withhold  its  applause  until  the  completion  of  the  work 

7.  Songs- (a)  Echo Clare  Sumner 

( b ) Coquette.... — Clare  Sumner 

MRS.  NORMAN  V.  GILLING 

8.  Violin  and  Piano— Melody : . 

Avowal  Beneath  the  Stars..  F.  D Auria 

MADAME  CARAPATA  AND  MR.  J.  D.  A.  TRIPP 

9 Songs  — (a)  Lullaby  of  the  Iroquois Eileen  Maguire 

lb)  A Prodigal Eileen  Maguire 

(a)  and  lb)  Words  by  Pauline  Johnson 

(c)  When  My  Love  Comes  to  Me Eileen  Maguire 

(c)  Words  by  Eileen  Maguire 
MISS  EILEEN  MAGUIRE 

10.  Songs — (a)  O Breathe  Not  His  Name Frederick  Chubb 

(Moore) 

(b)  Thy  Voice  is  Heard  through  Rolling  Drums 

(Tennyson) Frederick  Chubb 

(c)  Move  Eastward,  Happy  Earth 

(Tennyson) Frederick  Chubb 

MR.  PACEY 


Thursday 
Feb.  18th 
1915 


“Autumn's  Orchestra” 

A Song  Cycle  for  Four  Voices 

The  Words  by  the  late  E.  Pauline  Johnson  ( Tekah ionwake ) \ 

The  Music  by  B.  C.  Hilliam  i 

HARE-BELL  ^ 

Soprano  and  Contralto  Duet- 


Tenor  and  Bass  Duet- 

Know  by  the  thread  of  music  woven 
through 

This  fragile  web  of  cadences  I spin , 
That  I have  only  caught  these  songs  since 
you 

Voiced  them  upon  your  haunting  violin, 

THE  OVERTURE 
Quartet— 

October’s  orchestra  plays  softly  on 
The  northern  forest  with  its  thousand 
strings, 

And  Autumn,  the  conductor,  wields  anon 
The  goldenrod-The  baton  that  he  swings 

THE  FIRS 
Soprano  Solo— 

There  is  a lonely  minor  chord  that  sings 
Faintly  and  far  along  the  forest  ways, 
When  the  firs  finger  faintly  on  the  strings 
Of  that  rare  violin  the  night  wind  plays, 
Just  as  it  whispered  once  to  you  and  me 
Beneath  the  English  pines  beyond  the 
sea. 

MOSSES 
Contralto  Solo— 

The  lost  wind  wandering,  forever  grieves 
Low  overhead. 

Above  grey  mosses  whispering  of  leaves 
Fallen  and  dead. 

And  through  the  lonely  night  sweeps  their 
refrain 

Like  Chopin's  prelude,  sobbing  ’neath 
the  rain. 

THE  VINE 

Quartet— 

The  wild  grape  mantling  the  trail  and  tree , 
Festoons  in  graceful  veils  its  drapery, 
Its  tendril! s cling,  as  clings  the  memory 
stirred 

By  some  evasive  haunting  tune,  twice 
heard. 

THE  MAPLE 
Tenor  Solo— 

I 

It  is  the  blood-hued  maple  straight  and 
strong, 

Voicing  abroad  its  patriotic  song. 

II 

Its  daring  colors  bravely  flinging  forth 
The  ensign  of  the  Nation  of  the  North. 


Elfin  bell  in  azure  dress, 

Chiming  all  day  long, 

Ringing  through  the  wilderness 
Dulcet  notes  on  song. 

Daintiest  of  forest  flowers 
Weaving  like  a spell— 

Music  through  the  Autumn  hours, 
Little  Elfin  bell. 

THE  GIANT  OAK 
Bass  Solo— 

And  then  ihe  sound  of  marching  armies 
’woke 

Amid  the  branches  of  the  soldier  oak, 
And  tempests  ceased  their  warring  cry 
and  dumb 

The  lashing  storms  that  muttered,  over- 
come, 

Choked  by  the  heralding  of  battle  smoke, 
When  these  gnarled  branches  beat  their 
martial  drum. 

ASPENS 
Soprano  Solo— 

A sweet  high  treble  threads  its  silvery 
song. 

Voice  of  the  restless  aspen,  fine  and 
thin, 

It  trills  its  pure  soprano,  light  and  long — 
Like  the  vibretto  of  a mandolin. 

FINALE 

Quartet  (Tenor  Solo)— 

The  cedar  trees  have  sung  their  vesper 
hymn, 

And  now  the  music  sleeps — 

Its  benediction  falling  where  the  dim 
Dusk  of  the  forest  creeps. 

Mute  grows  the  great  concerto— and  the 
light 

Of  day  is  darkening.  Good-night,  Good- 
night. 

But  through  the  night  time  I shall  hear, 
within 

The  murmur  of  these  trees. 

The  calling  of  your  distant  violin 
Sobbing  across  the  seas, 

And  waking  wind  and  star-reflected  light 
Shall  voice  my  answering,  Good-night. 
Good-night. 

[From  the  volume,  “ Flint  and  Feather,” 
published:by  the  Musson  Book  Co.,  Ltd., 
Toronto,  Canada,  and  London,  England] 


